98                      ERECHTHEUS.

And love my dead for ever; but me, me,

What shall man give for these so good as death ?

CHORUS.

From the cup of my heart I pour through my lips
along                                                         tsar. i.

The mingled wine of a joyful and sorrowful song ;

Wine sweeter than honey and bitterer than blood that
is poured

From the chalice of gold, from the point of the two-
edged sword.

For the city redeemed should joy flow forth as a flood,

And a dirge make moan for the city polluted with
blood.

Great praise should the Gods have surely, my
country, of thee,                                [Ant i. 1630

Were thy brow but as white as of old for thy sons to
see,

Were thy hands as bloodless, as blameless thy cheek
divine ;

But a stain on it stands of the life-blood offered for
thine.